

, 'the mojt Lamematne i r agrafe 

A whining mammet, in her fortunes tender. 

To anfwere.de not wed, I cannot ioue: 

I am too young* I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with mee: 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not vfeto ie-ft* 

Thurfday is neere, lay hand on heart, aduife. 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend, 

And you be not, hang, bcgge,ftaiue,dye i n the ftrcets. 

For by my foulc, ile nere acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine (ball euer doe thee good: 

Truft too’t, bethinke you , ile not be forfworne. Exit 

lulitt . Is there no pittie fitting in the cloudcs. 

That fees into the bottome of nay griefe? 

O fweet my Mother caft me not away, 

Dcby this marriage, for a month, a yveeke. 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument where Ttbalt lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not fpeake a word. 

Doe as thou wilt for I haue done with thee. Fxit, 

lultet. O God. 01^«rye, how (ball this be pteuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in hcauen. 

How (ball that faith returnc againe to earth, 

Vnleffe that husband fend it me from heauen. 

By lcauing earth: comfort me, counfaile me: 

A lacke, a lacke, that heauen (bould practice ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a fubiedt as my felfe. 

What faift thou, halt thou not a word of ioy? 

Some comfort Nurfe, JllL (n °lX 

K(ur. Faith here it is, 'Borneo is banifhed.and all the world 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 

Or if he doe, it needs muft be my ftealch: 

Then fince the cafe fo (lands as now it doth, 

I thinke it bed yc u married with the Countic, 

O hees aloucly Gentleman: 

Jtomeos a d’fhclout to him, an Eagle Madam 

Hath not fo grccne, fo quicke, fo fair* an eye ^ 


As Park hath, beftirow my very heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match. 

For it excels your firft, or if it did not. 

Your firft is dead, or twere as good he were. 

As liuing here and you no vfe of him. 

Jh. Speakeft thou from thy heart? 

3 'fur. And from my foule too, or elfe bejfhrew them both, 
Jh. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

Jh. Well, thou haft comforted me maruailous much, 

€5oe in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing drfpleafde my Father, to Lwrence Cell, 

To make confe(fion,and to beabfolu’d. 

Nur. Marriel will, and this is wifely done. Exit, 
lu. Auncient damnation, O moft wicked fiend, 
h it more finne to wifti me thus forfworne. 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue. 

Which lhe hathpraifde him with aboue compare 

So many thoufand times? GoeCounfellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth (ball be twain*: 

Ile to the Frier to know his remedic, 

Ifall elfe failc,my felfe haue power to die. Exko- 

Enter Frier and CountieVxxis. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir, the time is very (bore. 

Pa. My father Capulet will haue it fo, 

And I am nothing flow to (lacke his hafte. 

FrJ You fay you doc not know the Ladies mind: 

Vneuen is the courfe, Hike it not. 

* /A Im r mo< J eratel y fo' weepes for Ttbalts death* 

And therefore haue 1 little talke ofloue, 

f. or F *""\ fmi, « n °f in * houfe of teares. 

Now fir, her fathet counts it dargerous 

Sd 2?- d ° l W C he , r forrow wuch fway : 
Andmh 1S w,fcdome hafts o Ur marriage, 1 

loftoppe the inundation of her teares. 

W hich too much minded by her felfe alono* 

be put from her by fodetie. 
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